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I RECKON YOU'LL 
TALK OUTTA THE 
OTHER SIDE OF 
YOUR MOUTH 
WHEN YOU SEE 
IMS.' 




L'LOOKS LIKE WE 
GOT COMPANY, 
BOSS.'COUPU 
SADDLEBUSTERS 
HEADED THIS 




I'M RIP "S 
RYAN...U.S. 
MARSHAL 
AT COWTOWN. 
HEARD SOME 
SHOOTIWG.,.y 


/ ME AND MY \ 
\ DEPUTY PRAC- > 

1 TICING OUR 

1 TRIGGERNOMETRY, 
/ MARSHAL. I'M 
' SHERIFF CAHTRELL 

...CENTRAL CITY. 
_ 6LAD TO SEE A 
& COUPLA MORE 
3^^ LAWMEN.' _/ 
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THIS CORPSE OH THE GROUND 
tS A SIDEKICK OF BILLY 
BANCROFT'S .'THEY SUPPED 

OUTTA PRISON A COUPLA 
DAYS AGO. ME AND MY 
DEPUTY TRAILED ~EM THIS 
FAR... GOT THE SMALL FRY, 

*-— SUTAU/'J ESCAPED/' 
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THIS GUY WAS A 
GUNNY FOR BANCROPX 
EH? TVEHEARDA 
LOT ABOUT HOW 
DEADLY BUY IS... 
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_ I'LL TEACH THAT PUP RIP KVAN 
*THAT TM A BETTER MAN THAN «T 
...I'LL CUT THIS BANCROFT DOWN 
I WITH A SINGLE BULLET.' RIDING 

GUIDE LIKE THIS, V CAUSE THE ■ 
*■ SHERIFF AND HIS DEPUTY DON'T 
' KNOW THE COUNTRY HEREABOUTS, 
" , JSM. BE THE FIRST TO i 
, SIGHT THIS KILLER/" 
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SEEMS TO ME IT'D BE BETTER TO 
SURBOUHO THIS COYOTE ...L-10T 
SAFER.' BUT IF THE SHERIFF WANTS 
ME TO ACT AS A DEG3Y so HIM AND 
HIS DEPUTY CAN FOLLER ME UP, 
THATS HOW WE'LL DO r" 
IT.' SEEMS QUEER/THOUGH .' 



I-I'LL SHOW RIP I SOT MORE 
GUTS THAH A BARREL OF 
ORD'NARY LAW OFFICERS i I 
SURE HOPE THIS BANCROFT 
AIN'T TRIGGER HAPPY... AND 
THE S-SHERIFF MOVES IN F-FAST 
ONCE I SKSHT'IM .' G-GETTING 
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Y-YOU MIND TELLING 
ME WHAT THIS. IS ALL 
ABOUT? I THOUGHT 
YOU TOLD ME TO 
HELP THESE GUYS 
ROUND UP BIILV 
BANCROFT... 




I KNEW YOU'D FOLLOW THIS 
ROUTE TO THE BORDER... AMD 
WITH VOU LEADIN6 'EM I WOULDN'T 
LOSE TRACK OF THESE PHONEY 
LAWMEN. GAVE ME A CHANCE TO 
EXAMINE THE DEAD MAN.. 
AND LEARN WHY 

THEY WERE 1 TY-YOU MIND 

ANXIOUS TO HAVE JA TELLING ME? 
YOU ALONG. 




BANCROFT WAS AF1ER THAT 
BAPSE OF YOURS (HE WANTED 
TO PIN IT ON HIS SIDEKICK, SO 
THEY'D BOTH BE ABLE TO RASS 
THEMSELVES OFF AS TIN STARS.' 
HE WAS PREPARED TO SHOOT 
YOU IN THE BACK FOR IT... THEN 
KILL WHOEVER STARTED THAT 
FIRE... AND tot IE IT LOOK LIKE 
YOU'D GUNNED ONE ANOTHER? 




?ter ana<s chrthbr-iu- 

CKIMB WAS SAFELY ItXketTIN 
THE COWTOWN JAIL, AUD THg 
PEAP SHERIFF'S BODY SENT 
TO CENTRAL CITY... 
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_ ~tUN$ ABOARP H/S MUP-SPATrEREP 
JEEP, THE THIEF ROAREP OFF. A 
MiMUTE PASSEP, T//E/V. , 



LIKE A MOUNTAIN FEU. ON ME . THAT.. 
THAT CROOK.. HE'S HEADED UCKETY 
SPLIT ACROSS THE PLAIN /G"GOT TO 
GET HOLD OF MVSELF... 
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SIX-GUN 

SA VVY : 



The Wells-Forgo Express stagecoach lurched 
down the steep mountain trail, its ancient 
creaking* lost in the thunder of pounding hoofs. 
The bewhiskered driver glanced anxiously over 
his shoulder at the billowing plume of dust 
rising in his wake, and with a muffled curse, 
swung the ends of his lines and brought them 
down on the rump of the off wheeler with a 
resounding whack. 

"The* danged cloud o' dust is a dead give- 
away tuh every road agent in these parts)," he 
growled to the grim figure on the box beside 
him. "I shore hope we don't git jumped by 
thet six-gun-toco Gunny Sock Bandit! The 
sidewinder is plumb kill-crazy." 

"And I'm hoping we dol," came the slow, 
measured reply. "I've got soma unfinished 
business with the maverick, and the quicker 
we lock horns, the quicker I aim to settle things! 
This time for good!," he added dryly. 

For over a year the wily, mysterious Gunny 
Sack Bandit had eluded the the crack man- 
hunters of the West. Those he had not eluded 
lay in scattered boothills. When Jimson's kid 
brother had gone to his death before the six- 
gun of the road agent, the ranger had vol- 
unteered to take the badman's trail, and had 
been promptly accepted. 

"Bring him in dead or alive!," he had been 
bluntly ordered, "if it takes you the rest of your 
lifel" 

For months the Gunny Sack Bandit had been 
plundering the trails, leaving no clue in his 
deadly wake. Always he operated in the same 
fashion: A sudden burst of six-gun fire from 
ambush toppling the driver and shotgun mes- 
senger from atop the stagecoach, the quick 
plundering of the gold shipment by a lone 
figure with a gunny sack in which eye-holes had 
been cut out draped over his head and 
shoulders, followed by swift flight . . . and 
sure escape! For weeks Slaughter Jimson had 
haunted the trail in fruitless search. Then on a 
bleak, windswept trail on the outskirts of 
Antelope Lick, their paths had crossed. 

Slaughter's thin lips tightened as he recalled 
the event which had ended in a gunsmoke 
standoff. The Gunny Sack Bandit's bullet had 




ripped through his left shoulder, spinning him 
off the top of the stagecoach he rode. Twist- 
ing in mid-air, he had drawn and fired a 
snap shot with^ the unerring instinct of the 
natural gunslinger. The bullet had shattered 
the Gunny Sack Bandit's right wrist. For two 
months after that, the stagecoaches had roll- 
ed unmolested. Then, without warning, the out- 
law had reappeared, deadlier than ever. And 
now Ranger Slaughter Jimson was back on the 
trail once more with "unfinished business" to 
settle— for good this timet 

The trail narrowed, snaking its way through 
a boulder-strewn divide. The pace slackened 
as the terrain grew rougher. Suddenly the 
leaders tossed their heads and their ears prick- 
ed forward and swung to the right, as, if to 
pick up some sound pitched beyond the range 
Of human ears. Ranger Slaughter Jimson nudged 
the driver with his shoulder as he reached for 
the lines. 

"Take cover inside the coach! I've got a sure- 
fire hunch that road agent might be . . .!" His 
words died aborning. 

A sudden jolt sent them both toppling from 
the coach, as the air was shattered by the roar- 
ing blast of gunfire. A withering hail of slugs 
struck the box they had just vacated. Ranger 
Jimson's head crashed against a boulder. A 
myriad of colored lights flashed through his 
consciousness, and darkness engulfed him. 

When he came to a .few minutes later, the 
faint drumming of flying hoofs fading into the 
distance told its grim story. The Gunny Sack 
Bandit had struck again and had made his 
getaway. The driver lay in a huddled heap that 
was beginning to stir. The ranger shook the cob- 
webs from his mind as he arose, strode toward 
the stagecoach and clambered up. The driver's 
seat was raised, and the box beneath that had 
held the gold shipment was empty. For a long 
moment the ranger gazed at the bullet holes 
in it. Then, using his jackknife, he began goug- 
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ing. A moment later, a misshapen chunk of lead 
lay in the palm of his hand, being carefully 
weighed and scrutinized. A puzzled look spread 
faintly over' his grim features and vanished in 
the wake of an equally grim, thin-lipped smile. 
With a panther-tike bound, he was at the head 
of the startled Appaloosa bronc tied to. the 
coach. A jerk on the reins freed them. Flashing 
into the saddle he was gone in a swirling cloud 
of dust and flying gravel, leaning far out of 
the saddle, scanning the trail he was hot on. 

The tracks led toward a sprawling frontier 
town. Dusk was falling when he lost the trail 
in the mire of tracks that criss-crossed the ap- 
proach to the one main street. Finding his 
mysterious quarry with not even a description 
to go on would be worse than looking for a 
needle in a haystack. And yet not quite! He 
had one slim clue to pin his hope on. 

Ranger jimson pulled his bronc up at the first 
hitching rack and swung down. For a moment 
he coolly surveyed the one street through 
narrowed eyes, taking careful note of the hitch- 
ing racks. All were bare except the one before 
the Red Front Saloon. That rack wds crowd- 
ed with an assortment of broncs. His quarry 
had not had too much of a lead on him. He must 
have pushed his bronc to the limits of its speed 
and endurance to have stayed out of the 
Appaloosa bronc's range. The ranger strode 
over to the hitching rack and passed behind 
the loafing broncs, running his hand over their 
rumps as he did so. His hand came away wet 
from the hot rump of a weary buckskin. 

He strode up to the swinging doors of the 
saloon and- pushed through, his falcon-fierce 
eyes sweeping the scene before him. Then they 
settled on the long row of dusty men lined up 
at the bar. One of them was the man he sought. 
He was nearing the end of the trail. His next 
move would bring his quarry to bay for the 
final showdown. His orders had been, "Bring 
him in dead or alive!," and he would carry out 
those orders. Whether it was dead or alive 
would depend on how the badman wanted to 
play his hand. To Slaughter Jimson it made no 
difference. He loosened his vocal chords and 
spoke in a clear, crisp voice. 

"Gents! There's a maverick among you that 
I aim to bring inl I want him to give himself up - 
now, while he's got the chancel" 

Dead' silence filled the room. Not a man 
stirred. The ranger's voice took on the slow, 
measured cadence of a metronome. 

"If my next order stampedes you gents 
there's going to be a mess of blood spilt, so I 
want you all to take it slow and easy-like. I 
want you gents to put your six-guns on the bar 
before you one at a time, starting with the 
gent on the left!" 

The man cast him an anxious glance and be- 



gan to comply. Out of the corner of his eye the 
ranger caught a movement. With the dazzling . 
speed of forked lightning, he whirled and 
dipped, and the twinkling six-guns in his hands 
spat twin jets of scarlet flame as they roared 
in unison. The man who had made his move 
and lost was spun forcibly against the bar. His 
half-drawn six-gun dropped, struck the brass 
rail with a metallic clank and thudded to the 
floor. The man hung poised against the bar 
with jaws agape, clutching in wonder at the 
crimson blotch spreading across his Shirtfront. 
Slowly he stumped forward, felt heavily to the < 
floor, rolled face downward and lay still. 

The ranger stared at the body coldly and 
addressed the bartender. 

"Did this maverick leave any of his belong- 
ings with you?" 

The bartender gasped with surprise. 

"Y-Yeat H-He asked me if he could cache 
his bedroll under the bar for a few hours! 
H-How did you know that?" he stammered. 

"Bring it out!," ordered the ranger. 

The man obeyed with alacrity. The ranger 
loosened the straps and unrolled the bedroll. 
A heavy canvas bag stencilled BltOE MINING 
CO. and a gunny sack with eye-holes cut out 
of it lay before them. 

The swinging doors suddenly exploded in- 
wardly. A stormy sheriff and his deputies strode 
into the room. 

"Whut in thunder's goin* on hyar?," the 
sheriff roared. "I heard the gunplay an' come 
a runnin'l" He stopped short and stared down 
at the body. "Who's he?," he added. 

"The Gunny Sack Bandit!," replied Ranger 
Slaughter Jimson casually. "I reckon my un- 
finished business with him is plumb settled at 
last!" 

"But-But how in tarnation did you know who 
he was?," sputtered the sheriff. "Thar wasn't 
even a description out on the sidewinder!" 

"Pick up his six-gun and look at it!," the 
ranger commanded. "You'll find it's a .38 
mounted on a .44 frame!" 

The sheriff picked up the six-gun and looked 
at it, scratching his head in wonder. 

"Yuh're plump right. Ranger, but it beats 
me how yuh could o* knowed that!" he drawled. 

"It's plump simple!," explained Ranger 
Slaughter Jimson. "I smashed his right wrist 
with a bullet the last time our trails crossed. 
When I dug a .38 caliber slug out of a stage- 
coach shot up today, I knew he must have had 
a .38 mounted on his old .44 frame to lighten 
the force of the recoil on his weakened wrist. 
That gave me the one clue I needed. Not many 
men in these parts pack a .38. Just chalk the 
victory up to six-gun savvy," he added with a 
grim smile. 

■*"** The End 
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AT THE MENTION OF TROUBLE GOLDEN ARROW USES 
NO TIME IN SETTING OVER TO THE TOWN HALL I 



YOU ALL KNOW I PONT WANT TO LOSE THE 
BARZ, Bin- WE KNOW WE'RE NO MATCH PER 
YOSSHEK ANP HIS SUNMEN.' I SAV WE GIVE 
IN NOW TO SAVE OUR LIVES AND THEN SEND 
FER THE TROOPS TO CHASE THOSe 
OUTLAWS OFF OUR SPREADS/ 




I WANT TO THANK YOU MEN FEK 
C0MIN6 HYAR AND SIVINS ME YORE 
IDEAS ON HOW TO FIGHT THIS _ 
MENACE.' I SEE THAT OUR 010 
FRIEND SOLDEN ARROW HAS JUST 

INTO THE HALL, SO IF YOUll 
EXCUSE /HE, I WANT TO TALK THIS 
SITUATION OVER WTO 



AFTER THE SHERIFF TELLS GOLDEN 

ARROW ABOUT CHUCK VOSSNEtt'S 

ACTIVITIES — 




— SO YOU SEE THIS VOSSNEK IS 

NO SMALL TIME ROBBING RAISER.' 

HE'S THE LEADER OF T v " --- 

A LARK SAND THET J™*™* 

SeSHSTOBE )-T^rf7^f S ' 

MAKING A <SS=fiJ2BO 

SYSTEMATIC \ FOSSE AND SO 

DRIVE T0>U6H )Olfr AND FIOHT 

All RANCHERS I™* JASPERS? 

OUT OF THE 



BECAUSE VOSSNEK IS A 6000 GUN- . 
MAN, BUT I JUST PONT THINK HE'S' 
SMART ENOUGH TO WORK OUTA , 
BIS PROJECT LIKE CLEARING THE 1 
VALLEY.' I'VE GOT A HUNCH HE'S 
WORKING FEK SOMEONE AND 
I WANT THE BIG BOSS , 
BEHIND THE RAIDS.' 
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BUT FIRST TIE UP 

THIS H0MBK6.' WE 

MAY NEED HIM AS, 

UHOSTASE WTER/ 


\ RIGHT, BOSS, 
1 AND THIS 
S TIME HE T 
J WON'T 6ET 1 

^"AWAy/y 




fitsf^^S 


HnL "*fc '\\ 


il*j5pCg 


Ms f 






vol 




KNOWING THAT EVERY SKOW 
OWAfri, GMPErt mROW STRUGGLES 
VALIANTLY WITH THE KOHeS THAT 
BIND HIM, BUT IT IS HOURS LATE* 
Kraut his WRISTS, RAW FROM the 
FRICTION OF THE ROUGH ROPES, 
FINALLY COME FREE.' 



AFTER A BREATHTAKING RWE - 



HOl[> IT, SHERIFF.' T GOLDEN ^ 
THERE'S AN AMBUSH ) ARROW! 
WAIT1HSONTHE _/ I'M GETTING 
OTHER SIDE OF K OWOF HERE.' 

THE "" " 
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FINE.' yOU JUST KEEP ON ^ 


,£ RltSHT 


1 1 


TAKING THE HERP OF HORSES , 


r SHORE 


HOPE 


TO WATER AS YOU'VE BEEN 7 


YUH SPOT THE 


POIN(S.' I*LL STAY ON THE *-"%, 


SIDEWINPEff 


RANCH FOR A FEW PAYS J C 


BEHINP 


ALL 


ANP KEEP MY EVE OH j — 


- — . THIS 




-vTHiN&s ij~y-^- 
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THANKS, FOLKS.' BLACK 
JACK ANP I HAVE A BJT ^ 
0FSCOUTIN&TO QO .' * 
WE'LL BE SEEING 
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I THAT EX-RU5TLER MAPE ONE BIO 
MISTAKE, I RECKON -'HE L.EP THE , 
HERP WHICH MEANS THEY WERE 
BEHiMC? HIM.' I AIM TO HERP THE 
HOR5ES IN FRONT OF ME WHERE 
I CAN KEEP MY EYE ON THEM 
ALL THE TIME.' 





£k$ THE FEROCIOUS MOUNTAIN LION POISES A 
* •'MIGHTY CLAWEP PAW FOR THE SLASHING 
PEATH-STROKE,THE GREAT STALLION, BLACK 
JACK, WHIRLS TO THE DEFENSE OF HIS BELOVEf? 
MASTER.— 




„.,ANP FACES THE SNARLING 

FURY OF THE STAt-KING' 

TERROR / 



IS THE RAPACIOUS KILLER SAVAGELY TURNS ITS BLAZING FURY 
TOWAKP THE GREAT STALLION, BLACK JACK UNDAUNTEPLY 
PLUNGES FORWARP TO MEET THE ATTACK WITH THE THUNDER- 
ING VIOLENCE OF A RAGING TORNAPO GONE BESERK .' 
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flksTHE .SREAT RAKlNO CLAWS 
frVQW THE MOUNTAIN LION SLASH 
TOWARP THE VITAL tfUCULAR 
VEIN, BLACK JACK LA5HES OUT 
WITH LIGHTNING SPEEP—SENPlNfi 
HIS MURDEROUS ASSAILANT FLYING 
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WE ROPE BACK OVER THB 
TRAIL WHEN THE BANDOP 
H0S3ES CAME BACK 
WITHOUT YUH, BOCKY™ 
WHUT INSAMlHILL? 
A MOUNTAIN LI0N ' 
STAMPED TO BITS," 




BlGHT.' HE PICKED OFF THE 
STRAGGLERS, KILLED THEM AMD 
DRAGGED THEM INTO THE CAVE, 
AND THEN CAREFULLY BLOTTED 
OUT HIS TRAIL-AS CATS ALWAYS 
POJOUR FRIJND, THE EX-RUSTLER 
NEVER EVEN SAW THE MOUNTAIN 
LION BECAUSE HE LED THE 
BAND OF BRONCS, 




THANKS, ROCK* LANE.' YUH'VE 
DONE MORE THAN JUST SAVE 

MY LIFE .' YUH'VE r ~ — 

MADE FOLKS i — ' WE SHORE 
BELIEVE IN fS THANK YUH, 
ME A&AlN.'y ROCKY LANE.' 
YUH'VE SAVED US 
FROM TAKING AN 
INNOCENT MAN'S LIFE- 
AND YUH WIPED OUT 
A KILLER .' 




FOLLOW THE ADVENTURES OF 




AND HIS HORSE BLACK JACK 

in his own magazine... 

ASK YOUR LOCAL DEALER FOR iwky km WesHni 
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•AOSTRKUA 

aaa SOUND/" 
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• IN A FEW MOMENTS VIE CAME UPON fl FLOCK JiJZ-=-=i I ■ I — n__ 
OF SH££P—~ ; ^im, THFYftE ABOUT THE i~ 



/WHffARE ' 

I THOSE?// SHEEP, 

> — I, — ■< ( OFCOURSB! 
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■n/Are Right! V V£S,ANoi saw 

KANSATOOS 00 ) A \|ERY AMUSINS 
CAffRV THEIR < WINS <WER »«# 

yews m their) wis is twub, 

POOCHES, -*ft FEO0WS7 r < 

KMi'r tv/ey* J saw it with mr 
OWN eves. 



^H BMV KM6M00 KBPT 
JUMPING OUT OP Hit /IMAM'S 
/W<W 77ME AFTER TJWg, 
ma THE PAFPA KANSAROO SOT 
VERY ANNOYED AT THIS AND WAS 
ABOUT To SPANK THE BABY 
WHEN THE MAMA KANGAROO 
CRIED OUT. 





(TV AUSTRALIA-. TO 6BT 
THAT CHAMPION UAH'S, 
llliepAL BACK f=ex tUH ' 




t, went from Demons 

XM ^BARGAIN 




»■ f-^ 



w* 



I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN 



I 



Amerka's fast Growing Industry Offers Yov(l fli st ioVl ^„»o* 



I TRAINED 
THESE MEN 




VETERANS 



WANT YOUR OWN BUSINESS? 





EXTRA MONEY 
IN SPARE TIME — I 

Many students mak'e $5, $10 a week and more EXTRA 
fixing neighbors' Radios in spare time while learning. 
The day you enroll I start sending you SPECIAL 
BOOKLETS that show you how. Tester you build with 
';its I send helps you make extra money servicing sets, 
'"'"' experience on circuits common to" ' 
All equipment is yours to keep. 

2. GOOD PAY JOB 

NRI Courses lead to these and many other jobs: Radio' 
and TV service, P.A., Auto Radio, Lab, Factory, and 
Electronic Controls Technicians, Radio and TV Broad- 
casting, Police, Ship and Airways Operators and 
Technicians. Opportunities are increasing. The United 
States has oyer 105 million Radios— over 2,900 Broad- 
casting Stations — more expansion is on the way. 

3. BRIGHT FUTURE I 

Think of the opportunities in Television. Over 15,000,000 
TV sets are now in use_; 108 TV stations are operating 
and 1800 new TV stations have been authorized . . . 
many of them expected to be in operation in 1953. This 
means more jobs— good pay jobs with bright futures, i 
More operators, installation service technicians will be j 
needed. Now is the time to get ready for a successful I 
future in TV! Find out what Radio and TV offer you. 




* ilsfc* 
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You Learn Servicing or Communications 
by Practicing With Kits I Send 




successful RADIO-TELEVISION 




d for " FREE 
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with kits of parts fsend. You ex- 
mon to Radio 'and Television. 


National Radio 1 
tute, WashinRto 
D. C. Our 33th > 
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